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part of a gang in which he had formerly served on
terms of share and share. " We are lost now,"
he said to his companion in crime; " these men
will rob us of our greenbacks, possibly shoot us
into the bargain, so as not to leave a witness
of their deed alive."

"We shall see," replied his more crafty friend.
" I know them, and have been out with them ; we
must get over them as broken-down wretches."

Smearing themselves with dirt, dragging a
long face, and looking hungry and miserable, they
met the five horsemen with the cry, "Give us
five dollars, captain; we are broken down and
trying to get on to Denver, where well find some
friends ; give us five dollars! " This cry of distress
went straight to the highwayman's heart. He
tossed my companion the greenbacks, telling him
to be mum, and then clashed on in front of his
more suspicious comrades.

Not long ago, a party of these road-agents
robbed the imperial mail, with circumstances of
unusual harshness, even in the mountains. The
story of the crime is in everybody's mouth as that
of the Portliff Canyon murder; and is here told,
mainly from the murderer's confession to Sheriff
Wilson.